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Sunny looked rejuvenated this morning. Nearing the century mark, she looked 20 years younger and was moving much more easily this morning than she had in a while. 

“It’s not often I see you out here alone,” I chirped, “where’s Shira?” Looking around, I noticed Shira, Sunny’s companion, was nowhere to be seen.

“She eloped last night,” the feisty old bird smiled. “Now tell me, Bina, what is happening in your life my little bird? Are you finally over your heart break?”

I was setting up my table on the back porch. Sunny preferred her physical therapy outside when possible and today would be a mostly massage and stretch day. She was busy embroidering a lovely piece. She had nine hanging on the wall in her living room and it made me sad to think this might be her last.

“I hear he’s marrying her. Good riddance to both of them.”

“That’s a healthy attitude. You deserve better. You deserve to be treated like a goddess.”

“From your mouth to the universe’s ears,” I laughed.

The smile on her face was a bit disconcerting as her eyes narrowed slightly.

“Do you mean that?”

“Sunny, let’s get you on the table for your session.”

She grabbed my hand. For a ninety something year old woman, her grip was strong. Looking into her ice blue eyes, I felt unable to look away.

“You must tell me the truth, Bina. Do you want the Universe to provide a man that will treat you as a goddess? Tell this old woman what you truly want.”

Chewing my lower lip, I couldn’t look away. I heard my voice speak of something from somewhere inside of me. The fantasy I had since I was a child.

“I want to be magic. I want to dance on the air and be truly free and to have men adore me.”

“Men or a man?”

“Man? Men? What difference does it make. I just want someone to adore me and make them scream my name for a change.”

“Do you trust me, Bina?”

“Of course I do.”

“Tell me of your family.”

“What family? I was dropped at an orphanage and raised in foster care. They say my mother died, pining for my father and no one knew who he was. I survived until I could get out and find a way to help others. It’s why I’m here.”

“No,” she said solemnly, never breaking eye contact, “you’re here because I called you. Bina, I intend to bring what you want into your life. Swear to me you will be open for what I call for you.”
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